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22 Cover Story: The great Euro-split 

Tony Blairis in Downing Street. Michael Portillo is leader of the 
opposition. Gordon Brown has just announced that Britain will be 
joining a European monetary union. What happens next? John Lloyd 
and Steve Richards have some ideas 


Cover by Tim Major 


Editorial 
Chris Smith's framework for remaking the 
welfare state is promising. Now the hard part. 


Diary 

Gerald Kaufman takes aim at Michael Howard 
and Nicholas Kenyon, among others 

Peter Riddell 

There is only one way British politics will split 
and it has nothing to do with the Tories. Plus, 
the elder statesman, R Mostyn Pitt, expresses 
solidarity with young Campbell 

ireland 

Mo Mowlam speaks out about the 
government's fumbling of the peace process 
Welfare State 

Steve Richards finds that thinking the 
unthinkable makes Labour’s brain hurt 


Shoreditch 
Plus a reporton The Land is Ours 


Observations 
Paul Barker revisits Basildon man 


Lynton Charles 
The secret diary of Labour's newest, most 
eager MP. Followed by Pollwatch 


Memo to Gordon Brown 

Roger Liddle has seen public spending 
trouble before 

Essay 

Charles Leadbeater puts new Labour under 
the microscope and finds vices that look like 
virtues and vice-versa 

Media 

Richard Addis, editor of the Daily Express and 
crusader against Euro-rot 

Constitution 

Derek Fatchett says Parliament should be in 
the reformers’ sights. Plus Influences 
William Morris 

He was controversial then and heis 
controversial now. Jonathan Glancey sorts 
out the arguments. Tony Benn, Zandra 
Rhodes and others offer asides 


investigation 

Peter Davis, regulator of the National Lottery, 
isin trouble again. Or should be. Mark Killick 
and Feisal Ali report 


i love the Unabomber 


He’s the discerning woman’s seria! killer, says 
Lucy Ellman 


From New Zealand to New Labour 

David Lange, the country’ s former Labour 
prime minister, has advice for Tony Blair 
John Piiger 

Rememberthe military hardware company 
BMARC and the arms-to-iraq scandal? John 
Pilger finds a Burma connection 

Food 

Emily Green on 50 ways to use your chillies 


Football 

Ithas been the best season since centre- 
partings and Woodbines on the terraces. 
Giles Smith and Paul Weaver compare notes 


Responses: the British economy 
John Eatwell replies to Felix Rohatyn. Paul 
Wallace offers Gordon Brown £5bn 


Letters 


Arts: Man Friday, woman every day 
Robinson Crusoe is the myth that won't go 
away. Francis Spufford and Aleks Sierz take 
issue as Theatre de Complicite take the stage. 
Plus Rachel Cusk gets liverish about The Liver 
Birds and Jonathan Romney surveys 
Stonewall 

Books: Sorted for ease 

Pat Kane plots the rise and re-rise of counter- 
culture. Jonathan Sale enjoys Jeffrey Archer 
(just kidding) and Malcolm Wicks pays tribute 
to a great social thinker. Plus Mary Scott on 
Jenny Diski, Jeffrey Richards on David Lean 
and Lizzie Francke on Palace Pictures 
PrintOut 

Boyd Tonkin ona carry-on up the Nile 
Classified 

Endgames, Chess 


Sean French, Feiffer 


Unabomber 


| fell for a serial killer... 


Most multiple murderers are boring 
because their motivation is 

beyond comprehension. Notso 

the Unabomber, says Lucy Ellman: 
heisa serial killerto gladden 

the heart ofthe disceming woman 


started slowly, last year, a weak thing suf- 

fering from a dearth of information. But 

since the arrest of the alleged culprit it’s 
been revived by a waterfall of data. 

If only we had met 20 years ago, I am sure I 
could have saved him. Nowit’s all too late. 

But maybe not. There’s always the chance 
he’ll get off on grounds of insanity, and the evi- 
dence against him so far is only circumstantial: 
he was in the right places at some of the right 
times, and he liked making very shiny nails by 
hand. Okay, he had a few typewriters, on which 
he might have written some pretty weird 
stuff—but we all do that. He could actually have 
written his manifesto on behalf of others—the 
“Freedom Club”?—or as fantasy, therapy or 
recreation. He might have WANTED to be the 
Unabomber (that’s nocrime). 

Perhaps he stayed at seedy Sacramento 
hotels because he was shy and poor, not secre- 
tive; and though he was there when bombs 
were sent, a lot of other people were in Sacra- 
mento atthe time too. 

So what if he had bomb parts and subversive 
literature (history and philosophy tomes) in his 
one-room shack, and rode a bicycle? No one 
minded his interestin explosives when he was a 
child, experimenting with rockets. 

I confess I was taken with his tattered jeans. I 
like his current prison-issued orange jump- 
suit rather less, but you can’t have everything. 
Unfortunate comments have been made 
regarding his personal hygiene, butthat’s none 
of my concern from this distance. In fact, I have 
some hopes for this romance yet. 

Heis, afterall, the discerning woman’s serial 
killer. Most of them are boring because their 
motivation cannot be understood. We had no 
need of explanations from Fred West or the 
Dunblane man—the only regret about their 
suicides was that they didn’t happen earlier, 
and that they deprived us of the satisfaction of 
tearing those menlimb from limb. 

But, while his violence can’t be forgiven, the 
Unabomber’s reasons seem potentially fath- 
omable, if we knew more. His acts are on the 
edge of meaning something, if only we could 
figure out what. He has written 35,000 words 
of supposed explanation but its strangely calm 
tone is directly in conflict with his scary acts; the 
manifesto is a well-tempered clavier ofa piece. 


| think I’m in love with the Unabomber. It 


The Unabomber’s reasons seem 
potentially fathomable, if we 
knew more. His acts are on the 
edge of meaning something, 

if only we could figure out what 


So what really drives a studious mathemati- 
cian-turned-hermit to make spasmodic jour- 
neys, sometimes in the dead of winter, catching 
buses, visiting post offices? Why such a deep 
longing to kill and maim, even while complain- 
ing ina letter to the New York Times that it was a 
lonely life, making and sending bombs, and 
that he was getting sick of it? 

He was surely a murderer first, an ideologue 
second, but what a case he makes for his grand 
principles (the manifesto has a lot going for it), 
His choice of targets is still mysterious, but on 
some level he was convinced there was some 
purpose to his campaign. If Kaczynski and the 
Unabomber are one and the same, as I trust 
they are, he was a bitter, disappointed fellow. 
According to the National Enquirer (which has 
actually been sadly remiss in collecting juicy 
details on this case), he was undone by the birth 


of his brother when he was seven years old. 
Elsewhere, there are signs of an enduring gripe 
against his mother, who he once called a “dog” 
(though presumably youcan have an unwanted 
sibling anda gripe against your mother without 
becoming a Unabomber or we'd all be making 
little screws). 

Either the manifesto is a well-constructed 
facade, heartfelt perhaps but essentially irrele- 
vant to the Unabomber’s urge to kill, or the 
murders themselves are the facade, committed 
to promote the manifesto, which would indeed 
be pretty boring without them. Maybe he is just 
a frustrated writer (he once wrote offensive lim- 
ericks to a woman he had dated; and the mani- 
festo was quite an undertaking), wanting to be 
heard—BOOM! 

My interest in him stems not just from the 
factthat Iwas bornand broughtup in Evanston, 
Illinois, the Chicago suburb which received the 
dubious honour of the first two mail-bombs. 
And it’s not just because I too harbour ill-will 
towards the Industrial Revolution, and human- 
ity in general. But, as a recluse of six years’ 
standing, it worries me a little that, by 
Unabomber chronology, I should now be just 
about ready to start dispatching bombs of my 
own. 

Hermithood is a tricky business. You start by 
retreating from an evil world which has disap- 
pointed you. People have let you down, you 
have let them down, everybody is let down. You 
go. But the further away you get, the more dis- 
appointed you feel. Your social skills, already 
awry, dissolve further. The good hermit some- 
how turns all of this into tranquillity; otherwise 
you feel like murdering people. 

But I do not consider the Unabomber fully 
committed to hermithood, despite his 25 years 
in the Montana woods. A true hermit does not 
covert notoriety, nor does he/she try tocommu- 
nicate—SPLAT!—-with the outside world. A 
true hermit does not attempt to change the 
world. Most of all, a true hermit does not risk 
getting arrested; being in jail can adversely 
affect the true hermit’s non-social life. 

Kaczynski hasa cell to himselfat least, and he 
is probably eating better than he has for years. 
Spam used to feature prevalently in his diet. In 
jail at Easter, he ate ham, scalloped potatoes, 
peas, carrots, lemon coconut pie and coffee. 
This explains his smile after being arrested. He 
was lonely. He wanted to be saved. (He wrote 
his Mexican pen-pal that he wanted a wife and 
children!) 

He wanted to be part of a group: “We have a 
long article . . .” The guy wanted to be grabbed, 
taken care of, and fed. He had had it with trees 
and wind and snow. He wanted a response. If 
only we had met sooner. We could have been 
semi-hermits together. I’m sure | could have 
mastered lemon coconut pie... 


10may1996 | NEWSTATESMAN & SOCIETY j 25 


